THE    QUESTING    BEAST
A.W.L.P. and I happened to be alone in our deep dug-out
having some soup and a mug of whisky. Suddenly the
blanket at the top of the flight of steps was moved aside
and a tall, strangely dressed man walked slowly down and
sat on the bottom step but one. He was dressed in a long
khaki coat and a brown leather peaked cap, I thought at
first he was a chauffeur At last I had it. An American
officer. A.W.L.P. paid no attention. He never did.
" Have a drink? " I asked cheerfully. There was no
answer. " We've got some soup here, if you'd like it? "
Still no answer. There was a pause, and then I tried again.
" Have a smoke? " The square shoulders hunched slightly
and a deep voice answered querulously: " Can't ye see I'm
chewin'? "
I looked at him closely. He certainly was doing some-
thing queer with his jaws, and I was just about to say " Bad
luck," or whatever one does say to people in that predica-
ment, when there was a noise like a siphon and a piece
of chewing gum flew between A.W.L.P's face and mine,
and the tall figure stood up, stretched himself and walked
slowly out.
" The Americans have come," I said to A.W.L.P. in
a hushed voice.
" Have they? " he replied, and went on with his
soup.
But that was not the end.   Worse was to follow.
Shortly after this incident- Battalion Headquarters
informed me that a battalion of Americans was to take over
from us that night, and I was to stay with the relieving
company with three of our own sergeants and show them
the ropes. I shall never forget the night they came up. It
is a wonder there is anyone left to tell the tale. I stood
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